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|The Night Before Xmas 1 

» ft.v Thomas Bauer 

(To thK< .-tt'i;i ;;o(.>- fill Hoiwralilc Mrittioit for 
The Daily ^hort Slorn ('imttst.) 

HOUGH \vc Kol our psy envelopes and the Christmas 
Hoiv.i.s ;.l noon the party \cnt un v.iw.) ccniii;; I 
know I drank more thnn ■-• as xood for me, iiiid viipn 
il was lime to go home I A rf.- focHiis a bit reckless (as 
reckless as one can feci with ii wife and two children 
of schooUjtc). I was reluctant to (ate the icy cold 
outside and therefore, I not only stayed late, but on 
the way home I stopped at a restaurant, one where 1 
had never been before brc.-uiH' ihc.i- pri.o.-. ere a bit rno inrRc Tor 'he- 
pocketbook of an Assistant EltMikl;cciicr • iii; h family, i i as ;.t.;i look- 
:nR over Ihc mrn;i -viir;: ,1 om;in .11 a fiircoat came up to my table 
line kind of coat Eni:ly dreams of between tiic lime I bring the pay 
homr and she p^ys the grocer). She sat down and whispered: "For 
Gods sake, please help me, the manager Is watching me, 1 have no 
place to Ro to, I have been sitting here for over an hour, and it I do 
not order he M ill send me o.it of here." 

The manager tame up to my table, and before 1 knew wr.ai was 
happening to me I was ordering dinner for two, though I should havo 
known better than to dine in the best restaurant in town -.vith a strango 
woman, \wilc Emily and the children were waiting for mc at home, 
tt is too horrible to picture what might have happened if ..n .icqaajn- 
lance o£ Emily's or somebody from the Office had recognised nu. 

Tnc food cfiir.c ^nd the woman ate ravenously,; as if she had had 
nothing to eat for several days. She would not explain how she had 
come into a situation like this,' except that she had had a quarrel with 
her people, and that rhc had run away and could not go back imdcr 
any circumstances. Her talc touched mc so much (it mu.«,t have been 
Ihc nlcohol in n-.fi thai all of a s.idden I offered to !;ivc her my Cnri:;i- 
mas Bonus of .tSO.OO. .\nd \> hi'.f I w,n still !.pcaki:iR hnd her (ace jr. 
up with hopr. I rcmcmbrreri thai I riad only cnoiigh money on me i.> 
ray for the dinner. bccau:.t 1 had mcl Emily before the party ha J 
ytaried. and she liad taken the money home with her. 

I explained and asked her to come with mc to our flat, where I 
would ask Emily for the bonus money. 

It must have been twenty beior -.vhcn ■< e left the resta, uant, it w.is 
one of thoic clear December ti:K:;i. Ahrii r-.ery star can do seen and 
.^eems especially b.-ighl and polished i.p jiifi for Chr stms.=. The woman 
fhivcred so violently thai I thought she was sick, but she told mc that 
she had left .thoji putting any clotiie;^ on. She noticed my unbeliev- 
ing look and opened her coat a little to that I could sec that she was 
really wearing only a slip underneath. 

When wc reached the house I asked her to wail out.ide unl:l I had 
talked to Emily. She looked at me pleadingly snd said ti-.ai she would 
flay here and rvait in front of the door, wi-.plhrr I came back or not 
I told i'.er not to • orry, I would be back in three or (our minutes. 

I fojnd Emily 111 tears when I unlocked the apartment door. Shs 
jumped up. threw her arms around me and said between laughing and 
sobbing: 'Oh Thomas. I have been so worried, don't you know what 
time it is? I had put the children to bed. and y.jj \erc not even thcro 
to kiss them good-night on Christmas Eve. But forg.vc mc darling, I 
am sucii a stupid little wKe. I have been full of jealousy, sitting here 
thinking you '.'.ere out with another woman." 

Could I ask Emily (or tiic money after that'.' 1 know thai I am not 
A brave man, bul I doubt if any other man would have spoken. And 
Conliiiited on Page Four 




I Aw a k e n i n g | 

§ ^ 

^ //.V Josette Marion ^ 

T ^V.^S A DAY beginning just like any other day. 
Corina stretched lazily in bed ;.nd tlofed her cye.> 
against the crack o( bnllisnl sunlight that slanted 
through the shutter!. She could hear Ihc roft slap slap 
of bare («cl and the swish of water as the maids 
•mopped the patio and a'.vay in the rear o( the house 
someone singing "Ciellto Ulndo." .M.cHtly the heal 
was beginning its mounting cre-cendo ai.d 111 her 
mind she pictured the shimmering white v .ills outside und the way the 
bougainvilla wouid droop and wilt all through the long morning and 
afternoon, only to revive with the brief coolness of evening. In a few 
more minutes she must get up. She waited for the sound of the front 
door slamming to tell her that Itlcardo was on his way to school and 
chc must help mama dress, 1 

From the time she could first remember, awakening in the morn- 
ing had been like this: the same sounds of water beir.g spiashed across 
the tiles, someone singing from the maids' quarters, the (ar o(( tinkle 
of the bell as u man brought hot arepas to the garden sate, a clatter 
of dishes from the dining room, the rustle of shutters being opened, 
«oft stirrings in the other bedrooms that meant her sislers were alreudy 
up, and finally Hicardo whistling acr^îs the patio, Mopping by the hall 
mirror to straighten his tie and romb his hair, .<hoiiting ".'Vdios, Ma- 
maita!" and the quick, loud slamming of the door as he clattered 
noisely out into the street. That closed, implacable door that shut her 
within the walls and marked the beginning and ending of her world. 

And so .«he would get up and put on her dressing gown and then 
go into her mother's room and in the cool, seml-darkncss her moiher i 
great bulk v.ould be vaguely moving itself upon the bed, waiting to 
be gotten up and dressed. It feomed natural for Corina to do this as 
.ihr was the youngcs'. and Misia .Maria liked her bcM. By the time she 
had dressed her mother, her sisters would already be in the dining 
room, sitting about the table wi^h their embroidery and drinking the 
endless cups of black coffee which composed the greater pan of ihc 
morning meal. Mlsla Maria would have a heaping plate of arcpas 
brought' in which she buttered and ate with slow deliberation while 
her daughters talked and gossiped through the (ir.n long hours of the 
morning; Helena, t!ie eldest, pale and worn looking (rom the years of 
waiting through a long engagement until Alejandro could afford to 
marry her; Delia, plump and placid, whose chances of marriage were 
fast vanishing with every day that brought her nearer to her nineteenth 
birthday; Amyra, slender and dark and restless, with brillLin; black 
eyes and luxuriant cu.ly hair which made her, at seventeen, the belle 
of Caracas; lastly she herself. Corina. just sixteen and engaged to 
Eduardo Santander. 

Eduardo— thinking of him made her experience a sudden bitter- 
•weef thrill of ecstasy. She encircled the plUow in her arms and held 
It tightly against her in order to drown out the confused pounding of 
her heart. Eduardo Julio Gregorio Santander— tomorrow— Ye.«. To- 
morrow, she would marry him and then— they uould go away, he had 
told her— to Europc-F.nsland, France, Spain, Auitria, Switzerland- 
Magic names of vhicn f,v know so little and imagined m> nnuli. 

Strange that Iticsrdo ihould be so long this morning. She listened 
for his quick footsteps knowing that it was for the last time. For the 
last time she would hear the door slam, that door which shut her in 
Continued on Page Four 



Iroquois Lullaby 

By Betty Broginetx 



I'd give to you Ihc quiet of the 
night. 

The peaceful sunlight under- 
neath the trees, 

And the blue shadows of the 
great pines 

On the slill and musing lake 

.\t calm 01 evening. 

It shall bo Hs the serene mid- 
sumniei iii^hl. 

When the moon is high and 
silver cool, 

.\nd the world sighs after the 
heal, 

,\nd contented crickets sing of 

sleep. 

And the dry grass and cool 

blade 
Sw ish and rii.<-tle 
A sleepy lullaby. 

This be my gift to you, 

Thus my love wrapped for jou, 

This song I hum lo j'ou. 

Peace, warr.'or. 

Peace. 




I Stille 
k Nacht 

^ fly Charles Lnltardis ^jj 

The snn.v .spreads an even blan- 
ket over the flat rock, which, un- 
covered glares a dead-man stare at 
the foot of the mountain. The 
nevcr-clo.sing eye can rest (or once. 
The night i.s cold and all-cmbr.icing; 
its fharp touch makc.^ un-ccii ob- 
jects clear. A rush vf au slides 
down the mountain and rufdcs the 
placid jaggedncw of snowflakcs on 
the roi-k. 

Under a (ir tree beside the rook 
where heavy branches carress the 
ground unwillingly a very white 
and furry weasel treads upon each 
snowflake with powder-puff paw*. 

On the other side 
a gentle shiverins 
leer dancer .u- 
tention to the 
wind. Facing the 
mountain, an 
Mrncit • looking 
rabbit iurvcy*- the 
scene with educated contemplation. 

The (orest-clearing i, divided by 
a lonely brook, pu.^hing il.s hcsitanl 
way through small rocks and tree 
stumpî. Starlight and silence illus- 
trate the scene. 

In the (ar distance, where i-.uman 
habitation oongrcgatcf. d church 
bell tolU the twelve call.; of Christ- 
ma.s midnight mass. 

At the sound of the twelfth 
ftrokc, God's hand glides gently 
over Ihe clearing. In the midst of 
pouring down Ihe mountainside, 
the ai.- stop; tj kneel in tran.-parcn! 
pr.i: cr. From under the fir tret the 
wc:..scl gently treads in the open 
and melts iu iilcnt way lo Ihc rock 
plateau. From Ihc other side grace- 
ful steps transport the deer to a 
seemingly apt>olntcd place oppo.Mie 
Ihc v.eascl. Hobbling wiili academic 
ihoughtfulness the rabbit arrive"^ 
l.-.st. 

While in the far-distant church 
steeple a barbed wheel moves lo 
and fro for sixty restle.-s time.-, the 
weasel's fur, the 
deer's sleek skin, 
the rabbif.s un. 
kempt hair clins.' 
devoutly to v,nrm 
bodie* dlsfolving 
minute peaks of 
snowflakes. The 
breathless air curls Mver them in 
cotton-wool pillows. Silently ihcy 
.•;nr.c into t:-,c ni;jhl like silhoucUcd 
drcums upon h tool clo.:ed eye. 

Fifty-nine times the wheel 
danced. 

Continued on Page Four 



I A New Art Movement | 



va 



By ./. W. R. Mcadnii'croft 



I 




(To litis story ^ocs the First Prize of $3.00 for Tlie 
Daily Short Story Contest.) 

nr. TREES', by Robert Joppcrl," said the short, stotii 
man, eyeing the catalogue, then the picture. "Super- 
lative!" The older miin with rough, chiselled fcnt.ircô 
and long, ugly, stringy gre.v hair was quick lo agrcc- 
"Yes. it's il marvelous worl: of .nrt." The lull, deii- 
^^.cate-looking bcardod man -.vas not so sure: 

• Why, Ifs su unlike Ihc usual sluffy academic 
work of Joppert, it's almost staggering. Damned hard 
to interpret his feelings." 

••Exactly. But 1 think 1 can appreciate it correctly." The old mf.n 
■.vas .;peiiking again. .-Xs he thought about Joppcrl's canvas, he remcm- 
beied the driys. b.ick in the t-.venties. when he had been one of the 
leaders of a nc.v art movrmrnl. Ti-.i.'; fcllo'.v is IrealinK liicsc trees 
from a pcvt i-n.-t-i.-nprcssioni-tK- . cv jioinl. He :.<; painting the tree 
as II feels Itself.' 

•■Ves! Yes: That's it! See ho.v he has excluded all the foliage, save 
a long narro'.v bit at the lop of the picture. Tlic symmetrical green 
fornos are evidently cross-secllons of Ihc trees' root systems. Joppert 
obviously accentuates these bechute they bring food and water to Ihe 
trce.s: and .'ire. in his interprr lali'Mi o( the trees' opinion, the parts o( 
primary .mportance." ,N'ow, tnc bearded judge w,-is becoming cnthus- 
ia";tic. 

' Highly impressionistic roots," added the .Mout man. ••Wondcr(ul 
harmony of execution. Can't understand his conventional treatment of 
Ihc tree trunks." 

"Probably a holdover from his old style. We can't expect him to 
change completely over niKhi." liie bcaid replied For a moment, a 
flash of youthful vitality appeared on the old man's (ace: 

"Can't yovi (eel the great overwhelming rhythm and vibram qual !y 
of this gorgeous composition'.' I tell you. gentlemen, Joppert lias found- 
ed a new art movement in our great country. I suggest that wc nom- 
inate him for election lo the academy." The great main hall of the 
gallery echoed gloomily as the two younger artists agreed with the 
old academician. The three j.idge.s stood enraptured before the dynamic 
canvas, until a thin, biiccrMig f.gurc moved up beside tiieni. 

•'CJenllcmcn.'^ said Robert Joppcrl, •'at the moment. Ihc only ne-.v 
art movement that thi.<; picture •.vill inspire in anyone is the movement 
of turning it over,' The three judges moved away, leaving the picture 
upsidedown. 



Christ iiKis Son net 

By Moira Wedderspoon 



The Chilly night !:ad hn.drned 

up tiic ;!<y. 
And sharpened al: the edges of 

the stars. 
The moon was meekly looking 

on as Mars 
Riprcd a pillow-cloud that passed 

him by. 
Tile ri p \ II. rent in two! There 

billo'.vcd out 
.\ million feathery flakes down 

lo the earth. 
Tlie other planets gleamed with 

silent mirth 
And .scattered miilion: more in 

ruthless rout. 

The Christmas Eve was wailing 

there below. 
And children knelt in prayer 

before their sleep; 
But ere they prayed for gifts, 

each look a peep 
Outside and said, ■O p'.eaie 

Gcd make it snow. " 
The last eye closed as the (irst 

flake kissed a lawn 
To make Ihc Lord's white 

present at Ihe da-.vn! 



A Study of the Curved 
i Vertebrae in the Catfish | 



liy Harry Garfiiikle 




natio:i 1-, rioititu'.c 
that's not my line. 



CHRISTMAS GREETINGS 
FROM THE PRINCIPAL 
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£ X i s I e II c e 

By Fred Hurter 



Oh nothing at all, oh nothing al 
all. 

Oh nothing at all are xe; 
For all wc wish, for all we 
desire 

Will never come to be. 

This world Ls nothing. th;s life 

is nolhin;;; 
Wc sirugRic ur.rier a sky 
That promises much but looks 

down harshly 
On a world that is but a lie. 



"Behold I bring you good tidings of great joy, which 

sholl be to all people . . . Glory be to God in the highest 
and on earth peace, goodwill towards men." 

Two thousand years of human effort, or achievement 
and disappointment, have passed since the message rang 
out on "the first Christmas Eve, but it comes to us this year 
with fresh and deepened meaning. For six long years wc 
hove fought, and worked ond waited. Sometimes wc holf 
expressed our thoughts in "dreaming of a white Christ- 
mas" and in the ironic humour of personal post-war plans, 
but our real feelings lay too deep for words to capture 
them. And now the Christmostidc of Peace has come. 

Many of you will be participants in joyous family 
reunions, or shore the gothcring of your friends' fomilics, 
ond I hope that each of you, students and mcmbcrb of tlie 
staff, may find your Christmas filled with happiness, 
"Ring out the old, ring in the new . . , Ring in the thousand 
yeors of peace." The Spirit of Christmas Present, and the 
younger Sprite of Christmas- Yet-To-Come, ore patrons of 
the festival. 

The Spirit of Christmos Post, I know, will sit with 
some of you, during the quiet hours of Christmas Eve, as 
you remember those who fought and worked beside us 
but come not bock to shore the feast. I hope that your 
Christmos may be enriched by the memories that he 
brings, for this is their Christmas, too, the festival of those 
silent ones, on which we recall the ideals for humankind 
thot were to them o guerdon and on inspiration. In the 
company of those memories, this Christmostidc must be 
o time of rededicotion, but I hope that you may find 
happiness in the pride of their accomplishment and in 
thanksgiving for tlie opportunity that they have won for 
us to cstoblish peace on earth, goodwill towards men. 

A Happy Cliristmos to each one of you, and best 
wishes for oil of 1946. 

December, 1945. F. CYRIL JAMES 



A Tale of ^ 
W Superstition à 

4 — à 

^ By Moira Wcddcr.^poon ^ 

Do ynu believe in .supcr«Ullon? 
.Many of you -.vho arc of Scottish 
descent .vill pcrhap.s reply In the 
afdrmalivc— .vhich bri::^.-^ m.o to 
my tale u( a .-.mail village in Ihc 
Highlands of Scotland and its little 
Priory. 

Bcauly is a quaint little cluster- 
ing ci-nimwiiity sc^ in the majestic 
mountainnuj beauty of Inverners- 
Shirc. T.vo churches. I-ao b;ni';.-. | 
and H (c-,v shops (lank three sides | 
o( its marketing square, and, on 
the north tide stand the ruins o( 
This gaping structure, 
crumbling architecture, 
pic'urcsquc. lends a 
- of dignity and tradi- 
tion to the little village. 

I visited Beauly about six years 
ago, and, shortly after my arrival 
there, -vas .0 attracted by the derc- 
lic^ building th,u one day I decided 
to examine it more closely. Tnrough 
-4 rusly gate, half e.ilen a.^ay by 
time, my footsteps led me over n 
small cemetery •.vhcre greenish- 
brown mosS crept over the ancient 
decaying tombstones and laced it- 
self around tlic epitaphs. The 
hushed quality o( •he .surroundings 
imparte<i ii-clf to my tcclii'.cs, and 
the peculiar idea occurred to mc 
thai as my feet sunk into Ihe 
mushy turf I was treading on the 
vciy flesh bones of those 

buried iindcrneatii. 1 made my '.vay 
■A-;tii luirried reverence to the en- 
ii.incc of the Priory itself. 

Inside the mouldering walls 
;.ilencc hung dank and heavy as if 
an atmosphere centuries old were 
still contained there. And at the 
(ar end . . . v;hat v.-as that ... ! 

••La.ssic — what arrc yc noin' 
there!'* I was startled out of my 
eager contemplation and turned 
around to see an old fanner stand- 
ing at the rusly gate. Somewhat 
annoyed at Ihe interruption, bul 
thinking that I might be trc,,p.i.is- 
ing on private property, 1 hurried 
over to him to explain that I was 
"ju.st looking around". 

His amazing reply was in the 
form of another question, "Have yc 
any sister-''" 

1 thought the poor old fellow 
must finely be mad bul I answer- 
j cd pnlitcly, •■.No, .Sir." 
I Then come oot o' there (asl and 
1 11 tell yc somethin' that ye shud 
ken," he saio. 

Jt was thus that I learned the 
story of Bcauly Priory— from atî 
old Scolti.-h farmc.- of Inveriics.-,- 
shire; and, althoufih my memory 
fails me in recording it in the old 
Continued on Page Four 



(To this .•^lory fines Ihc Second Prize of $2.00 for The 
Daily Short Story Contest.) 

VER'/BOUYS •/■riting hook.-, about Ro.jseveH. 1 
began one when hi."> name .v, Hiirciir.^ a ui 1 m 
still writing it though his name has changed lo 
Truman. It's a good story. It's pre-'A-ar stuff. Funny, 
how everybody wants pre-war goods when the post 
■.v.ir world is .-0 rosy— the president says. But thii 
ilory dt.il-î .vi'.h -.vh.it he .=aid before the war. 

"One third of the nation— a', least one lliird of thg 
and undemouriihed." I didn'l t.ikc the. e staiistics 
In this case the President said so, and he's siippoicd 
to know what he's talking about. Don't Ihe papers say the President; 
ha.s his hand on the national puUe.* I wrote lo Ihe papers telling their 
editor.^ that il was Just a fake since he was no doctor, bul they nevei* 
published my little quip. 

Any.vay^, mc, I'm just a traveller who likes culture. I listen to 
the boys on Ihe soap boxes and then go on my way. From town lo 
town, and from village lo city, pail more country-^ide and past more 
city, and then still further, east or .vest, depending on where the traffic 
and my i.-itcroît U highrs'; 1 travel. So yoii can say that for mc every 
place on liiii globe lotntei in circles like our greater universe. But 
that was just a remark "en passant" as I heard some driver say. 

But New York was worth a visit, a guided tour at the least. I got 
into the city from the Jersey side, coming in under the bridge and past 
the wharvr.ç. .Manhattr.ii -.v.w bright .-'i 1 a.m. when I got there and 
it was bright -.vhcn I left, but ti-r people only hung around the lights 
because Ihcy -.verc moth; :,!ui ci uldn t m.-.kc li^iii.-, for them;Icvcs. In 
any caic some extenuating circumsl.inte.s made mc go down .\vcnuc ,\ 
on the run. nearly breaking my neck on one of those stalb stuck out 
ill front of the houses. Then as the subway rolled over the bridge, 
I c.iight a fleeting glimpse of the back of the Liberty gal. Three weeks 
I .-1^:111 i;i •.ne .-•.reel.- and undergrounds of New York and never saw 
tiic living face of our lady of liberiy. 

Chicago was al.-o worth the trip. "Circle the Loop," they told ma 
In the Yard.1— ' Cirelc the Loop," they told mc and I did. .N'o.v there arc 
some who say the Gold Coast is swell, and there arc tome who have 
relatives in the suburbs complete with a garden front and back, and 
central heating, and air conditioning and the rest of the real estate line, 
and that's .v it .'h'juld be I siippo.>c. I i i.ly spent a week in the Windy 
Cily; seeing the museum and visiting the grave of ihc Maymarkct dead. 
.\nd when 1 lit out. 1 wrapped my last lur.ch i:i » Ti ibiniv Ro;.- KoUy 
gladhanding the rest of the machine wrapped a ham roll, American 
cheese and a green pickle and bread all the way croM the western 
prairir. 

No-.v a hitchhiker learns many things the Gallup people never find 
out. bj; he .-il-'" forgtt'j plenty, 'cau.-c I s-.irc v.^uld like to kO'i".- "hnt 
happened lo n-.c bclwecn Denver and .-racra.Ticnlo. .\'o'.v a:, clear I 
remember, in Denver I picked .loc up. >>r rather Joe picked mc up, 
Joe Lt an old friend from the road, now sporting a lin-\uue of his own, 
but not too proud lo pick up a member of his former profession. Joe 
had Just been paid, and I had enough left lo feed the gizzard and to 
we picked up some liquor and a full tank of gas and got going. . . . 

And then tltc first thing I remember Joe do is park the car just 
Coiitiiiued oil Pope four 



^ LostDay | 




E n (I i n g 

By Alice Benett 



The day i.s hanging up in trees 
To turn, tnerc hanging, pale 
.\nd paler, blue and bluer, till 
Its breath be stopped and light 

shall lail, 
Anu thi'> uneasy wind shall die 
.\mcng the strangling trees: 
1 w.-,it for certainty of loss 
To mourn another dying, more 

than these. 



^ fix Alice Ih-nctl V 

(To //m.s .sforv f}ocs an hoiwitrnbic menlton for The Daily^ 
Short Story Contest.) 

ELI.-\ .-lood on Sherbrooke Street and opened tha 
,\a.\ed. -.• irc-h.-indlcd b"X. The Uirtlo war, still there, 
(kKititig l.izily ill t ■ o inchc.-i of water. Celia tucked 
ihe lid into place again, and crossed the road carefully, 
halnncing the tui'lie in one hand, and Ihe package of 
turtle-food ill the other. 

It .vi..; .-ccing them all together that had her think 
of getting one (or .\nv.c. What i( she hadn't gone n 
the basement floor and had never seen liic turlici at all. What if she 
had had to shop as usual in the corner store, instead of being allowed to 
go downtown all by herself. . . . Then tills turtle— Ihe greenest and yellow. 
C.St and reddest of them all— would still be in the big glass tank, cwwlinft 
.slo'.'.Iy over the hcap.^ of other turtles But now he wa^ swimming—* 
astonished al sucn a change— in a narro-.v -.vaxcd bo.\. 

'•Never mind. Archibald," she crooned, ' never muni. Soon we'll bo 
home and then you'll go up lo Anne's house and have a big baking pan 
to live in. That's what she'll give you— with islands of quart* stone.-, 
Archibald." Of cnur.-c it v.inild b; Ani.f .s t.irt'.c, being her birthday 
present, and .-Xnne should decide -.viiat to c.-.ll hini. b-..l Celia could suggest 
.\rchibald. Il would bo a lo-,ely name (or .1 turtle. 

The street lights were lighted suddenly, showing up the gatherins 
darkness. A cold high autumn sky hung above Ihe cily, pale green, barred 
with black cloud to Ihe west. Red and yellow iighte of cars and busej 
•.vere gathered together at the intersection ahead. 

Celia drc'.v .1 deep bre.itii, and felt sladnt.";.s .-un up and o:il to hct 
very (inger.s and tingle down her spine. She could run a'.I the -vay 
home. Only that would jolt Archibald. She had a turtle for Atinc s birth- 
day present— a real live turtle and some turtle-food and she could givo 
.^nnc the quartz stones with the pink in them for the turtle to sit on for 
islands in hi.- por.d. 

The v.-indows o( iiouics .-iniicd a', i'.er witii orange, curtained light. 
Tlie wind scuffled coldly round a corner. Straigiit ahead one star swung 
in the pale sky, showing through the dark tangled branches of the trees. 
With each step she took, it dropped through the branches, so that aa 
Celia came walking down Sherbrooke Street it slid lower and lower 
among the trees, till at last It must drop free of them into the street. . . , 
Celia .ragged gratefully into the vacant seat. She drew her skirts 
down over her knee: and leaned back. The street-car jerked forward na 
ihe shut iter eye;. 

Tlic dull ache in her legs grew less. It was stooping to the lower file 
drawers that was worst. And one of the knees in her stockings was burst, 
from stooping to those drawers. She opened her eyes and leant forward, 
feeling (urtivdy ihc lorn edge:; of the hole. It wasn't worth mending. She 
muit get ar:otl-,vr p.'ur, eomc payday. 

Ceiia rested the back o( her head on the windo-,v l>chind her. and 
elck--ed her eyes again. The stacks of invoices wavered before her eyes— 
pink invoices lu be sorted and stamped and filed while the everlasting 
pile wa-i added In by the mail girls as they came round each hour and 
too pink .'iiKc:.- .'juiled all i)\or tlie dr.>k. 1'iic clocks hand.; moved re- 
luctantly. But all dnvs eiifiod. and c\en:ntt c.-.nic at la>t. lliere was a good 
movie just down the street. If .-.he had eunuch money. Celia sdt up and 
Continued on Page Four 
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Christmas Spirit 



Our first pcncc-lime Clirislmns is indeed 
cause for on increase in tlic feeling of '"ijcuce on 
earth nm! good-will towards men" tlinl gen 
crally predominates the alinoiphcrc of tiic 
Cliristmas acnson. And so, al this time of tlic 
year, we take time oiit from the dissnlisfaclions 
and grind of our cvcry-day lives, and once again 
surround ourselves with the time-honored talcs 
of tiic Christ Child, and St. Nicholas, and with 
the good food and the cheery fires tliat jjcrsonify 
Cliristmas in our minds and hearts. 

Have you ever tried to analyse Cliristmas 
to find out just what makes it "lick", and why, 
for this season alone, the naturalists' belief in 
man created essentially good seems to have a 
real foundation? It's hard. Perhaps H is because, 
for once, the Christian faith finds expression in 
something so easily understandable and near to 
the hearts of all men and women that it awakens 
in each of us the desire to live as did the Man 
whom wè honor at this time. The something— 
the birth of a child. 

No matter how old, or how crynical, wc may 
grow, birth will always stir in us the same feel- 
ings . . . the mysterious wonder at ii new crea- 
tion of life. The new-born babe is eisentially the 
symbol of all that we cannot explain in life . . . 
that i-;— life Ksdf. and wc cannot help but feel 
the reverent mystery tliat surrounds the mother 
and her nev-born child. 

Perhaps, too, the innocence of the child 
weaves its spell on our minds, and, in an attempt 
to be worthy of the simple faith of the nursing 
babe, wc thrust from us all the mean ami (lcs))i- 
cablc, even if — oh! so practical — material 
thoughts and deeds that we accept so readily in 
our attempts to survive. 

^'c .laugh with gay good-will with our fel- 
lows; and we watch the children at the Santa 
Clause parade with a lump in our thioats; wc 
listen to the tale of Scrooge without our usual 
astute literary criticism, hating the weujtiiy ogre 
who refuses to give to the poor, and shivering 
with Cratehit as iic tries to warm himself nt his 
meagre fire, and wiping the tear from our eye 
as Tiny Tim blesses us— every one. And wc 
wrap gifts in bright paper and shiny stickcri, 
and carry |hem around to the houses of our 
friends, exchanging "Merry 'Christmas" greet- 
ings; wc trim the tree, and ting carols, and put 
our extra pennies into the pots of the Salvation 
Army Santa Clauses who block the doorways of 
the stores and ring their discordant bells. 

Perhaps in the new year some remnant of 
this good feeling will remain, and the good will 
lîchind the wishes for a "Merry Christmas" will 
produce a truly happy new year. Let us hope 
and work for this in 'the future ... that our 
dreams of a world of peace and prosperity may 
matcrialiic. All to quickly the spirit that fills 
our hearts at Christmas is submerged in our 
struggle for existence. Let this season serve as 
the fire by which we temper our swords for des- 
troying hatred and prejudice throughout the 
world. To you all, then, a very Merry Chrl 
mÀs! 



bt. 



liiLanllide 




Christmas and Time 

It is Christmas, Mcrrle Christmas . . . and wc 
arc exhausted already by the whirl of last minute 
activities ... by the sudden spurt of life on the 
Campus. Students seem to be indulging In one 
last extravaganza of meetings and dances and dis- 
cussions and parties, one last, mad rush before the 
Union closes and silence slowly sinks over the 
Campus, the empty buildings ... the hushed and 
sepulchral library. 

There is the rush of buying pre- 
sents and fighting one's way 
through the stores, of wrapping and 
getting more tangled up In a yard 
of ribbon than n cat does in a ball 
of wool. . . . Finally the supreme 
moment of giving; and of receiv- 
ing. In an instant all the careful 
work of wrapping -is gone, and what was once a 
thing of beauty is now a shapeless hulk of paper 
on the floor. 

As usual Time has flown, and wc woke up one 
morning to make plans for the holidays. Everyone 
is doing something, going somewhere. The wcavy, 
tlecp-starvcd, flu-suffcrlng* students arc going to 
rest enjoying the most strenuous physical activities. 
Then there ijs the other half . . . the ones that arc 
going to New York. It seems as though New York 
must become an outpost of McGill every Christmas 
With the flight of Time thoughts turn backwards 
to other Christmas Eves, to New Years long ago and 
far away. There arc those who remember strange 
lands, new people and foreign customs. Some rc 
member Christmasics of glory; others of Now Years 
of misery. "I was in London. . . . You should sec 
Paris . . . Times Square at Midnight . . . Madrid, and 
eating grapes in the Plaza de la Constitucion with 
every stroke of the clock. . . . It's good to be back 
in Montreal." 

The holidays arc here, and so is Christmas, with 
its solemn joy; New Year's, with its worldly gaiety 
Remembrance from the past, turns to thoughts of 
the future. And we wonder whether 1946 will <ee 
the advent of "Peace and Goodwill". 

Wc think, of the past and the 
future, and once more we arc left 
with the unfinished, the unlived 
stuff of Time slipping through our 
fingers. Once more wc havo a set 
of remembrances that soon will be 
memories. Every Christmas is a 
landmark, always tlic end nf some- 
thing. And New Year's Is always a beginning. 

Time has flown; much has happened. The ugly 
we will forget and the good remember. Meanwhile 
wc wish each other the best now and in the future 
And Wc wish it to you, the best of Christmastes in 
a world at peace, the happiest of New Years. 




The Lost City 

.by André Tétroult 



Across'ah endless, forgotten plain 
1 sec a city- 
Lost In another wealthy world * 
Of burnt-out pity. 

The sliifting sands lie undisturbed 
Like buried hopes, 
Tliat rot beside the city wall 
'Neath the swaying ropes. 

Up above the cold carrion calls 
To all passing by 
But nobody comes to Hell Town 
Unless they come to die. 

The timeless evening settles down 
With endless, slanting gloom, 
And withering rain nor storm nor fog 
Could change this lifeless tomb. 

No bright lights shine on Main Street now. 
The roads are long and bare; 
No night life crowns a drunkard's dream 
tn the old Leopard's Lair. 

Not far along the way I sec 
A lamp lit In a window, 
I clatter madly down the walk 
To find It only moonglow, 

With fear a ton upon my brain 
And sanity behind 
I stumble back along the route 
Running out of my mind. . 

Through the iron entrance f pass 
Into another world. 
Where Visions of golden mountains 
Arc there to be unfurled. 

If you cross the Unknown Desert, 
Beside the crumbling walls, 
•Neath the rusty gates, you'll find me, 
When the Lost City calls. 



Pigeons on the Roof, Àlas 

Or, Why People Use the Side 
Door at the Art Gallery 

(With Apologies to Gertrtide Stein) 
by J. W. R. Meadowcroft 



Pigeons on the roof, alas, 

Up above the door. 

Rather pigeons on the xrais, 

Than pigeons on the roof. Jilas, 

Picketing the door. 

Sitting on the carven crest. 

Pigeons there, in feathered best; 

What passer-by will brave the test. 

And enter through the door? 

Pigeons on the roof, alas. 

Oaring all beneath to pais. 

Pigeons on the roof, alu. 

Up. above the door. 




..•';<-. /JI<KA«I> J««(t< 



—Landscape by lUebard Jack, R.A., H.CA. Courtety of the Stevens Art Gallery 

The First Christmas 

When Jcstts was horn in Bethlehem of Jtidoea in the days of Herod the king, 6c- 
hold, there came wise men from the East to Jerusalem, saying, "Wiierc is he that is 
born king of the Jews? for wc have seen Ms star in the east, and arc come to worship 
him." 

■When Herod the king had heard of these tilings, he was troubled and all Jerusalem 
with Itim. And wlicn lie had gathered all the chief priests and scribes of the people 
together, he demanded of them where Christ should be born. And they said onto him, 
"In Bethlehem of Judoea: for thus it is written by the prophet. And Ihoa Bclhlehem, 
in the land of Jadoea, art not the least among the princes of Juda: for out of thee 
shall come a governor thai shall rule my people Israel," 

Then Herod, when he had privily called the wise men, enquired of them diligently 
what time the star appeared. And he sent them to Bethlehem and said, "Go and 
search diligently for the young child and when you have found him', bring me word 
again, that I may come and worship hint also." 

When they had heard the king they departed, and lo the star which they saw in 
the east, went befmre them till it came and stood over where the young child was. When 
they saw the star they rejoiced with exceeding great joy. And when they were come 
into the house, they saw the young child with Mary, his mother, and fell down and 
worshipped him; and when they had opened their treasures they presented* unto him 
gifts, gold and frankincense and myrrh, 

—New Testament, "Matthew" II, J-IJ 



I Yuletide I 
|Disenchantment I 

I By J.yr.R. Mcadowcroft | 

It was Christmas night, yet 
Chumlcy waa nnyry. Outside, soft 
downy snow was slowly falling, 
and some of .the village - children 
were carolling by the llght^ot an 
old lantern. In the great house, the 
gnarled Yule log was crackling 
brightly on the hearth, while the 
aroma of roast suckling pig was 
wafted up from below-statrs. She 
beautiful presents lay about In the 
chaos of their wrappings, forgotten 
during the busy preparations for 
dinner. The spirit of Christmas joy 
was ull-pervading. And Chumlcy 
was angry? Mumbling all the while 
he strutted wruthfully up and 
down the room with his hands 
thrust deeply into hi^ pockets. He 
paused before the fire, spat at it 
with great animosity, as though its 
cheerfulness offended him; then ho 
resumed his perambulations. "Wo- 
men!" he ground out to anyone in 
particular, "Women! Bah! " 

Poor Chumlcy. 
He had loved a 
woman with all 
his heart, had 
trusted her with 
his very soul Now 
he was deserted; 
at Christmas! He 
remembered their first day togeth- 
er at the beach. Just after they had 
met. On the train home, he had 
held her hand, shyly at first; then 
more boldly. As they said good- 
night, he had not been able to re- 
sist the temptation of pressing his 
warm Hps to her soft smooth cheek. 
Aa the days shortened with ap- 
proaching autumn, they had been 
together more often, and the love 
between them had grown deeper. 
There came a time when Chumlcy 
felt that she must be his own; so 
one evening he plucked up his 
courage, and laid his 'heart at her 
feet. He told his love, as she en- 
couraged him apparently sympa- 
thetically. What a fool he had been! 
All the time ho 
had been baring 
his soul to her, 
she had probably 
been laughing, al 
the conceited 



A Visit from St. Nicholas 





simple, little fig- 

ure he cut. Yes, 

he saw it all now, and the revela 
tion mâdc' his blood boll all the 
more. She had fed him a tissue of 
lies— lead him on just to show him 
up as an 'ass. Well, this would not 
happen again. Chumley would 
never trust another woman, not 
even a beautiful one. 

In the vast halls of the house an 
antique gong echoed austerely. At 
the same time, a dainty young 
lady crept Into the room, approach- 
ed Chumley as he stood pensively 
before the merry fire, and gently 
plaeed her hand on his. ahoulder. 
Continued on i>o0e Tjtrce 



Twas the night before Christmas, when all through the house 

Not a creature was stirring, not even a niousc; 

The stockings were hung by the chimney with care. 

In hopes that St.. Nicholas soon would be there; 

The children were nestled all snug In their beds. 

While visions of sugar-plums danced In their heads; 

And mama fn her 'kerchief, and I in my cap. 
Had Just settled our brains for a long winter's nap, 
When out on the lawn there arose such a clatter, 
I sprang from the bed to sec what was the matter. 
Away to the window I flew like a flashi 
Tore open the shutters and threw up the sash. 
The moon on the breast of the new-fallen snow 
Gave the lustre of mid-day to objects below. 
When, what to my. wondering eyes should appear, 
But a miniature sleigh, and eight tiny reindeer, 
With a little old driver, so lively and quick, 
I knew In a moment it must be St. Nick. 
More rapid than eagles his coursers they came. 

And lie whistled, and shouted, and called them by name; 
"Now, Dasher', now. Dancer.' now, Prniiccc and Vixen/ 
"On, Comet.' on Cupid.' on, Ooiidcr and Blitxeii.' 
To the top of the porch! to the top of the' wall! 
Now dash awayl dash away! dash away all!" , 
As dry leaves that before the wild hurricane fly. 
When they meet with an obstacle, mount to the sky. 
So up to the house-top the coursers they flew. 
With the sleigh full of toys, and St. Nicholas too. 
And then, in a twinkling, I heard on the roof 
The prancing and pawing of each Utile hoof. 
As I drew In my head, and was turning around, 
Down the chimney St. Nicholas came with a bound. 

He was dressed all in fur, from hi.t head to his foot,' 
And his clothes were all tarnished with ashes and soot; 
A bundle of toys he had flung on his back. 
And he looked like a peddler just opening his pack. 
Hfs eyes— how they twinkled! his dimples how merry! 
His cheeks were like roses, his nose like a cherryl 
His droll little mouth was drawn up like a bow. 
And the beard of his chin was as white as the snow; 
The stump of a pipe he held tight in his teeth. 
And the smoke it encircled his head like a wreath; 
He had a broad face and a little round belly. 
That shook, when he laughed, like a bowlful of jelly. 
He was chubby and plump, a right jolly old elf. 

And 1 laughed when I saw him, in .spile of myself; 

A wink of his eye and a twist of his head. 

Soon gave me to know I had nothijig to dread; 

He spoke not a word, but went straight to his work, 

And filled all the stockings; then turned with a jerk. 

And laying his finger aside of his nose. 

And giving a nod, up the chimney he rose; 

Ho sprang to his sleigh, to his team gave a whistle. 

And away they all flew like the down of a thistle. 

But I heard him exclaim, ere he drove out of sight, 

• Happy Christmas to aU, and to all a good-night." 

V Clement Clarke Moore (1779-JSSJ) 



A Father's Gift to All ChUdi-en 

by Keith Monroe 

(as appearing in Coronet magazine) 



Your son is dying," the doctor 
told the college, professor. "Tech- 
nically. It's a case of shock plus 
loss of blood. But actually, the 
boy just doesn't want to live. If 
you can think of something that 
will clieer him up, even tempo- 
rarily, he may rally." 

The profcisor's son was only 
seven years old. That day he had 
been galloping bis pony aI.9Dg a 



winding pathway. The -pony had 
slipped and fallen hard, slamming 
the little boy to the ground. 

When they found the boy, he lay 
in a pool of blood, with the pros- 
trate pony thrashing feebly beside 
him. The nnimal's leg was broken. 
SÔ they .shol the pony and carried 
the boy homo to his father. 
, The lad had seen his beloved 
Continue^ on Cos* taut 



Sonnet 

on being asked to write 
one in an Itnglisli clas.s 
by Viv Fine 

A thought for those who may 

desire to write: 
I weave fantastic plots through- 

(nil the d;iy 
Ai'.d bicr.d ihcni in neat 

tchcmes of bor ii 
And dream in sonnet sequence 

hiilf the night 
Al lost it dawns, the inspiration 

bright. 

That grants me quite the ideal 
"mot" to say 

In far the prettiest or the wit- 
tiest way, . 

in fashion that is just exactly 
riKhl. 

What then? Have I the right 

to sit and preen? 
Alas! I hove not yet confessed 

the worst 
Vou lay you wonder what it is 

I mean— 
Tis this— (he tragic fate with 

which I'm ourscd— 
Each brilliant thought stagnates 

until I've seen , 
The efforts of the guy who 

wrote It first. 



Christmas Story Contest 

The Managing Board of 
The Daily regrets to an- 
nounce that no winner has 
been telcclcd for the Christ- 
mas Sliorl Story Contest, as 
only four stories were contri- 
buted. The Five Dollar Prize 
is being carried over for a 
Poetry Contest to be held In 
the New Year. 



"You must feel awful about your 
best friend running away with 
your wife." 

"YcF, I'll sure miss him."— Cru- 
cible. 



CIVILIKATION PLUS 
You can measure the degree of 
civilization in a country by the 
degree of taxation, says expert. 
Boy, arc we civilized! — London 
Evening Free Press. 



Jeb "Gals sure want a lot these 
days." 

Moe: "Yeah— and they want a 
house on it, too." 
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large selection. 
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C. p. A. 
Corporation of Public Accountants 
of the Province of Quebec * 
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ship and the degree .of CERTIFIED PUBLIC ACCOUNTANT 
(CJ'.A.) upon passing the required examinations under a 
Board ot Examiners composed of professors of McGIll Univer- 
sity .and representatives of the above Corporation. * 
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Montreal, Wednesday, Decemberél9,iil9.4S^ 



The Daily Visits a Rehearsal 
^ : Of the Caribbean Broadcast 




There Is No Accounting 



by Dec Aitch . 



Trinidadians get into action with; some, calypso singing.^ 



Chnlking up another first for 
McGill, a sroup of. students from 
Bermuda, The British. West Indies 
and Britisit Guiana will, this even- 
Ing, record a half-hour profjn-immc 
of mirth, music and messages for 
re-broadcnst by the C.B.C. to tlie 
Caribbean on Sunday December 33. 

For some wcelcs now, the Can- 
"Y Bdian Broadcasting Corporation has 
been 'hcaining' tost trnn.Miiisiions 
to the West Indies, Central and 
South America nvei' its brand new 
short-wave strvicc. With its studios 
located nt Crescent Strcci, Mont- 
real, and transmitters at Sackvillc 
In New Brunswick, Canada's new 
voice has been sent to tlic farthest 
corners of tlie globe in a manner, 
which, to (|Uote reports received 
by C.B.C's enginccrini; staff, "is 
second to none." ever since its 
formal inauguration in February 
If this year. 

A visit to the studios while re- 
hearsals for the Caribbean Broad- 
cast were in progress revealed a 
scene v.liicli could truly bt des- 
cribed as bciny out of tliis world; 
for, gathered around two micro- 
phones were a score of young men 
from the islands, individual of 
- every Imaginable skin complexion, 
with .'ome bottles of water and two 
striiis instruments as musical ac- 
compnniinenl producing n rhythm 
wliicli might well put "The Duke" 
into the background and singing: 

"Ah mil.';! write home to 

mu mopsy 
Tell she how I freeze in 

this country, 
Mopsy Oh! 

Come warm up your junior 
commando." 

This was a Calypso, native folk 
music of the Carribbean. ' 

The program in which these sons 
and daufihtcrs of the tropics wcrn 
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to be fcHturcri is a special Christ- 
mas Edition of Canadian Spotlight, 
a fifteen minute feature of thn 
C.B.C's International Service which 
is broadcast each Sunday from 
Montreal. In keeping with the 
spirit of the season, however, the 
Chrislm.-is edition will run for 
thirty minutes so as to enable tiia 
large number of young men and 
women from the Caribbean now at 
McGill to take part Students from 
almost cvory faculty in flic Uni- 
versity arc rcrrcscnlcd whilst boys 
and girls from Jamaica, Bermuda. 
British Guiana, St. Vincent. St 
Lucia and Barbados and Trinidad 
comprise the cast. 
A very interesting feature of the 



program were the sentiments ex- 
pressed by the West Indians and 
their opinions oi our winter. It was 
rather obvious to the casual ob- 
server that those who spent a 
number of years here and indulged 
in winter sports and activities 
simply longed for the vacation and 
an opportunity to go up 'North' 
while those others who arrived 
here only this year and arc ex- 
periencing their first winter com- 
plained bitterly about the decept- 
ive White Christmas. 

Musical contributions to the pro- 
gram arc being made by Oonalda 
Johnston, who accompanies a voc- 
alist for her composition, at the 
piano; Winston (the voice) Maha- 




Roy Sampath gives final directions to broadcasters from thie 

Caribbean. 



bir, and Victor Chan. Barbara Par- 
tis • introduces the lilting 'Carib 
Waltz' from Jamaica and Lenorc 

Mahnsc of the Conservatory of 
Music nccumpanics several offer- 
ings at the piano. 



The program which will be open- 
ed with some remarks by Mr. Bex 
Stollmcyer, is directed by Roy 
Sampath former McGill Daily 
staff member with Lynnc Butler of 
~'lC;^G|dSaff;as'cmccc.<t^ 



Student Copies 
Of Year Book 
Now On Sale 



The 1045 Canada Year Book is 
now available, and can be obtained, 
by students, at $1, from the King's 
Printer. The regular price is $2, and 
there is only a limited stock of spc' 
cial students' copies. All desiring a 
Canada Year Book should make 
applications early, to "The Domin- 
ion' Statistician, Dominion Bureau 
of statistics, Ottawa." 

Tlie Year Book gives a detailed 
account of Canada's war effort, and 
an lip to date review of economic 
conditions. History, geography, pro- 
duction, trade, arc also included in 
this coniprolicnslvc. yearly study of 
Canadian national life. Events, and 
lenislation of the period arc sum- 
marized. The volume contains two 
lithographed maps, many charts and 
diagrams, iir.d a detailed index. 

The Chapters on External and 
internal Trade have been enlarged, 



HOSPITAL WORK 

More women students are 
needed to work in Hospitals. 
Shifts in the Iloyal Victoria 
arc from 4-6 and 5-7. One 
girl is needed to work in the 
Children's Memorial Hospi- 
tal Thursday morning, from 
9.30 to 12. 

FIRST AID 

A course in First Aid will 
be offered after Christmas, 
provided there arc enough 
applicants. All students in- 
terested should leave their 
names, year and available 
days at the Women's Union 
Office in R.V.C. The Office 
is open every afternoon. If 
applicants arc unable to sec 
members of the Union exe- 
cutive, they should leave the 
Information for "C. Am- 
brldgc," at the RVC switch- 
board. 



and a special section 'is devoted to 
the development of Manufactures. 
Financial matters are covered, and 
Reconstruction policies analyzed. 



YULETIDE-p. 2 



"Chumblcy, dear." He spun around 
at her savagely; then sped from 
the room. "I guess it isn't a very 
good idea to tell a spoilt Icn-ycar- 
old child that there is no Santa 
Clau.s," mused Chumlcy's governess 
as she followed him to the dinner 
table. 



THOUGHTS O.V GENIUS 

When a true genius appears in 
this world, you may know him by 
this sign, that the dunces arc all in 
a confederacy against him. 

Jonathan Swift. 
(Thoughts on Various 
Subjects.) 
The Manltoban. . 



To Veterans of The 
Canodion Army 
(Active) 

iNational Defence Head- 
quarters wants . to obtain a 
list of former officers and 
other ranks of the Canadian 
Army (Active) who arc at- 
tending McGill University. 
This applies to men who arc 
not receiving educational 
benefits as well as to those 
who are getting them. 

If you arc getting benefits 
please fill out a form when 
you get your next cheque 

If you are not fjctting bcn- 
.'f^ls please fill out a form in 
the Registrar's ' Office or in 
the office of the Dean of your 
Faculty. 

These forms may also bo 
signed in the Vice-Principal's 
Office at Dawson College.. 

T. H. MATTHEWS, 

Registrar, 



This all happened in Ward 'N' 
or "the Pavilion" as it is usually 
referred to. All the rooms in Ward 
'N' arc private. Spacious, dean and 
creamy white, each room possesses 
every imaginable convenience in- 
cluding a telephone and radio. The 
lighting by the way is Indirect. 
Only the well-to-do can afford a 
room here for any length of time. 
The majority of patients arc exe- 
cutives who come simply for a 
rest. A few are genuinely ill. They 
all have this in common though— 
money— and that Is what lost me 
my job. iMind you I lost it on cir- 
cumstantial evidence; still 1 lost it. 

I had only been attached to the 
Pavilion for a few days. I was 
lucky to get this Job in 1930, the 
first of the depression years. I took 
it because I needed the money. 
I would have done anything at the 
time for money— and did! 

Actually what I did was unethi- 
cal but not particularly dishonest. 
It is frowned upon but usually 
overlooked until it leads to trou- 
ble. Then you lose your Job— even 
a pitiful job. 

Mrs. Crccy had a corner room, 
the last room on the left side of 
the ward. I liked to linger there 0 
little longer because it offered an 
exquisite view of'Laurentido Lako 
and received the lull force of the 
morning -sun just about the time 
I started to clean up. 

Mrs. Crccy always greeted me 
with a hearty good morning which 
I returned Just as warmly. Many 
patients sometimes give you a sour, 
dirty look for no reason at all and 
an orderly is tn a hurry to get away 
from them to the cheerful oncs^ 

On the sixth day of my duties 
in Ward 'N', as I was leaving Mrs. 
Crccy's room, she called me back 
from the door- "Have you got a 
cigarette?" she asked nonchalant- 
ly. I fished a package from my 
coat pocket and offered her one. 
Oh." she sighed disappointedly, "I 
don't smoke that brand. For the 
past few years I have smoked no 
other brand but .... 's" She named 
an expensive Turkish cigarette. 
Quite to my astonishment she be- 
came very voluble and rambled in- 
to a detailed description of the en- 
joyment "she derived from smok- 
ing; how there was no greater plea- 
sure for her in life, and how this 
particular brand she had mentioned 
was the only one that satisfied 
her. There was such a gleam In 
her eye, so much craving in her 
voice when she spoke of tobacco, 
I concluded immediately that here 
was no casual smoker. 

"I have tried most of the brands 
and finally found that this one 
conformed to my taste more than 
any other. Now 1 am so used to 
it I can't stand anything else. A 
different blend, a different flavor, 
a different tobacco grates on me 
immediately. It almost makes me 
scream." she elaborated. Saying 
the last she shook her head ner- 
vously. 

"By the way I have run out of 
cigarettes. Now that you know my 
brand, please get me a package." 
Removing a five dollar bill from 
under her pillow she threw it at 
me with a "keep the change." 

This was certainly magnanimous- 
It left mc over four dollars. Natur- 
ally I was suspicious; anybody 
would bo under the circumstances. 
But I figured she was 'queer* on 
cigarettes. Wo all have our idio- 
syncrasies. I reasoned further that, 
possibly, she had a weak heart, was 
forbidden smoking and was trying 
to bribe mc. Had I confirmed that 
suspicion I probably would have 
called the deal off. I have done 
lots of shady things in my life for 
money but I haven't stooped to 
poisoning yet 

I made Inquiries through the hos- 
pital grapevine and discovered that 
Mrs. Crccy had a strong heart and 
sound lungs. She ' suffered from 
"nerves." A "neurotic" I said to my- 
self, as any fool could plainly aee. 
I did not inquire Into her ailments 
any further. I was satisfied that no 
harm woulji come to her from the 
cigarettes and most axlous to capi- 
talize on my whale-sized tip. I could 
see a regular succession of them 
coming my way. 

Tam always sporting with people 
who treat mc right, so the morning 
after my conversation with Mrs. 
Crccy I brought her two packages 
of cigarettes instead of the one she 
asked for. 

I had become very fond of Mrs. 
Crccy. I considered her kind and 
sympathetic although one could not 
come to this conclusion from a first 
glance at her face. This I believe 
was due to a scml-lunar scar around 
the right angle of the mouth which 
gave her a none into gentle appear- 
ance. She did her best to hide the 
scar by a profuse application of 
powder but, unfortunately, without 
much success. 

I sat beside her that morning and 
watched lier daintily remove a ciga- 
rette from one package. She had 
long slender aristocratic looking 
fingers. I have never seen a ciga- 
rette handled so gracefully. The en- 
tire procedure commencing with 
removal trom the package to in- 



halation:! and exhalations fascinated 
me. Smoking a cigarette to her was 
an art and a ritual combined. She 
smiled gracefully at me through 
spirals of smoke. Her eyes told the 
story. They sparkled like the eyes 
of one whose head emerges from 
a cold, refreshing pool after end- 
less, waterless days in the desert. 
Her whole being rejoiced in that 
smoke. I departed happily . like a 
good Samaritan. I think I got as 
much pleasure out of watching the 
old lady smoke a:s she did smoking. 

Four days after I brought Mrs. 
Crccy her favorite cigarettes I hap- 
pened to be on night duty when wu 
heard wild piercing screams from 
the direction of Mrs. Crccy's room. 
Two nurses, an interne and myself 
rushed over there as fast as we 
could. Smoke was curling out 
through the open door. As wc en- 
tered the room we were engulfed 
in a cloud of acrid smoke. 

Mrs. Crccy was standing astride 
bcr bed shrieking and gesticulating 
wildly. The edge of the mattress 
nearest the pillow was smoldering 
and the pillow itself was burning 
fiercely on the floor. Fortunately 
for Mrs. Crccy the sheets at the 
moment were folded over the bed 
posts. It was a miracle too that her 
nightgown had not caught on fire. 

Acting quickly, the interne ex- 
tinguished the fires and the nurses 
taking chjirge of Mrs. Crccy soothed 
iicr and examined her burns. Thn 
right side of my benefactress' face 
up to the level of the nostril was 
livid, where the skin had been 
slightly scorched. She had suffered 
a bad burn though, around the 
corner of the mouth on the right 
side. The burn was black, shaped 
like a half moon; it was Just about 
the same size and occupied the same 
area as her ^car. There was an odor 
of burnt flesh in the room. 

Mrs. Crscy regained her com- 
posure rather quickly. She had diffi- 
culty though in opening her mouth 
and speaking. I could sec her 
whispering hoarsely to the nurses 
wiio were applying an ointment 
over the entire right side of her 
(ace. I was particularly relieved 
to note that she did not show any 
signs of being' in pain. I already 
had a premonition that the 
cigarettes I had bought were to 
blam: and my heart went out to 
her in sympathy; but, of course, it 
was too late. 

As she left the room flanked by 
two nurses, Mrs. Crccy caught a 
glimpse of me. Her eyes flickered 
in recognition. There was no rancor 
in them. They did not blame mc. 
They seemed to say, "Don't worry 
pal, I won't give you away." A 
grand old lady was Mrs. Crccy. 

The next morniiiR I was up on 
the carpet before the superintend- 
ant. The expression on his face 
boded no good for me. 

"I have pieced the threads togeth- 
er in this unhappy affair and oin 
convinced that you were supplying 
Mrs. Crccy with cigarettes. Is that 
true?" I said nothing. I am a pract- 
ical man and did not intend to ad- 
mit anything that could get mo 
into trouble, especially when there 
was no retrieving the spilt milk. 

"Of course you know that the 
rules of the hospital prohibit order- 



lies from buying things for the 
patients without a doctor's express 
permission." I continued to main- 
tain silence. Seeing that he could 
get no admission from me in 
stralghtforv/ard (lucstloning, the 
superintendant tried anotlier lino 
"Do you know what Mrs. Crecy's 
particular disability is?" I said: "No 
sir!" 

I had planned to maintain a non- 
commital altitude throughout the 
intcrvicv/ but his last question 
aroused my curiosity. He perceived 
this triumphantly. Sizing mc up 
contemptuously he debated for a 
moment whether be ought to tell 
mc or not, and whether I would 
understand, if he did explain. He 
must have decided that I'd real- 
ize my sense of guilt more acutely 
if I knew the circumstances, and 
that I'd unconseiously give myself 
away— and so he told mc. 

"Mrs. Crccy was affected some 
years ago by a very severe case 
of tic douloureux, an excruciating- 
ly painful nervous disease uflect- 
Ing the face. To relieve her suffer* 
ing the trigeminal nerve on cadi 
side of the face was medically de- 
stroyed. Since these nerve are 
sensory, she has lost the sense of 
touch or feeling in the face. Of 
course her neuralgia disappeared 
immediately. However, we do nol 
allow her to smoke, because her 
numb and unfeeling lips are in- 
sensitive to a glowing cigarette 
when it has become a butt, thus 
leavinSjher-openvtOja severe burn. 




This, for your information, has "Now do you realize how crlm 



happened once before resulting in 
a scur around the corner of tho 
right side of her mouth. The story 
repeated itself last night when she 
fell asleep with a lighted clgarellp 
in her mouth. 



inal your action was?" he shouted 
accusingly. Horrified and shaken 
by this revelation, and intimidated 
by his voice, I almost answered in 

the affirmative but caught myself 
In time. I stood there In stony 
Continued on t'aat Four 



WHAT DO YOU PLAN TO BE 




A Ml 



usictan 



Even the finest musicien sometimes hits a 
sour note. Life is like thot too.;:i For instance 
the harmony of everyday existeiice con eosily 
be upset by some unexpected expense, partic- 
ularly when funds are at low ebb. A wise 
precaution is to save regularly for just such 
a contingency. Alternatively, a personal loon 
at the bank is often the answer to temporary 
financial embarrassment. These are but two 
of the many services available to you ot any 
bronch of this bonk. 

THE ROYAL BANK 

OF CANADA 

3 branches near McClll 
feci and Sherbrooke— H. It. Troop, Manascr 
81. Catherine and McOIII Colletc— J. \V. MacDonald, Manater 

S!'.rrh":ok' nic'jry— It. T. Strons, .llanJjer 





MAKE A VETERAN 
HAPPY AT CHRISTMAS 

.rent your spare room 
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LASTDA^Xs^ 



opened her eyes and her purse. There was a quarter in thé change-purse— 
car-fare for two more days, and twenty . . . twenty-three cents. Payday 
was two days away. 

She closed her purse slowly. The evening atretched ahead of her, 
empty, telescoping Itself Into tomorrow morning. 

The street-car ground to, a stop and all down the car the leather 
straps groaned and creaked. CeUa felt hastily for her purse and pushed 
her way with the crowd to the door. She waited in the cold, clutching 
her transfer. 

The pale green-tinged sky held one star, low, suspended over the 
roof-tops. And ridiculously, unaccountably, Anne's old turtle— long since 
dead— crept slowly across Celia's mind. A faint quick excitement— long 
since dead— grew sharply in her. 

The slow tears came to her eyes as she climbed onto the second 
street-car. 



VERTEBRA-p. 1 



where the sign says something about Sacramento being a certain dis- 
tance away, and go through his pockets yelling, "I've been cleaned out; 
my watch is gone too," and the next thing I know, feeling for my stuff, 
is lliat it's gone too, and I start yelling with him, "It was those skirts 
we picked up in that town last night." And Joe yells, though I'm 
right>bchind him, "I'm going back; we'll get our watches and wallets 
back If it's the last thing we do; after we take them out, let, them get 
pie-eyed at our expense, protect them from insults to the extent^ of 
smashing a chair on some guy's head, paying for it and getting thrown 
out by the hotel manager to boot, that's what tliey do to us. Say how 
many towns did we drive through since wc lit out of that joint. What 
the hell was the name of that town? Oh— uh, there's a road map in 
the back of the car somewhere— and continuing on— the HcllI I'm going 
to sleep until my head clears and I can remember things." And Joe's 
as good as bis word; he sleeps. 

Then a '41 model Pontiac with a radio starts telling me a history 
book story, 'Trlsco, he says is a city rebuilt after the earthquake." As 
a stranger seeing things for himself I'd say he was a damned liar or 
else it wasn't much of a calamity. For a week I followed three sailors 
through the red lights and Chinatown and when their leave \vm over 
I pulled out for 'New Orleans. New Orleans changed to iPhilly, and 
Boston to Pittsburgh, and back to New York again. 

Now because I'm a traveler that loves culture and doesn't say 
"desc" and "thems what," and still talk the humble man's lingo, some 
of the boys on the soap boxes chipped in to get mc a platform to tell 
what I'd seen— to see what chance I had of liclping the cause along. 
But some people just wouldn't listen and left the audience at the be- 
ginning of my talk. The ushers, nice guys ail of them, tipped mc' off 
later what they'd heard the departing people mutter. Seems as if the 
original party wlio rented the hall hadn't notified all interested that 
the meeting was cancelled and they were quite peeved because they 
had come to hear that original lecture on "The Cur\'ed Vertebrae In the 
Catfish." 

"WeU I'U be damned!" was all I said. 



AWAKENING-p. 1 



and the world out— for after tomorrow she would be going beyond that 
door, far far beyond— perhaps never to return. Surely never to return.' 

Today, she decided, she would not get up and help her mother dress. 
She was a little frightened at the immensity of the thought, neverthe- 
less, when Delia looked in for a few minutes later she lay still and pre- 
tended to be asleep. "Now I am going to be married," she reasoned. 
'H'omorrow, I wlU be married and one of Them will have to help mama 
so what difference does it make?" 

Oh! She was glad to be leaving them! * "Eduardo should have picked 
Amyra." they said. "^Yhy should he have chosen Corlna when Arhyra 
Is so much more beautiful?"— "Eduardo should have married Delia," 
said mama. "Corina is only sixteen and there is plenty of time for her 
yet. It isn't right that the youngest should marry before her sisters." 
Mama had cried and said she didn't know what they were going to do 
with Delia. She had wept with the tears running down her face and 
catching in the folds of her chin. 

Her father was pleased.- At least one of his daughters was going to 
marry. How terrible, how very terrible to be the father of four daugh- 
ters. He was very pleased with Corina. "A good marriage," he said 
"And perhaps then Corina can do something for her sisters." 

But she was going away from them all. She thought of that long 
•go evening; driving out to Agua Linda, the road winding wbitely across 
the black plaln'and the mountains strong and. flercé against the' trànislu- 
cent silver of moonlit sky, that evening when Edtiardo had first told her 
he wanted to marry her. And many other nights when he had come to 
lean against the bars of her window, and talk softly of cities and coun- 
tries and places she had scarcely heard of and only dimly realized. How 
could she help but sec the dull monotony of her life then ?— mornings 
spent in embroidery and painting and piano practice, hot, sultry after- 
noons whiled away in sleep or reading French novels, dressing for the 
evening and sitting in the window under the supervision of Misia Maria 
with the young men standing outside In the street talking and smoking 
cigarettes. Occasionally there was a dance at the Club Comoruco to 
which she and her sisters went chaperoned by mama and once every year 
the fleeting gaiety of Carnival so soon followed by the long and tedious 
month of Maria when they went to mass three times each day. She had 
never minded before— "But then I didn't know Eduardo," she told her- 
self. 

Eduardo-so tall, so handsome. She was in love with him. Naturally 

she was In love with him. She trembled at the wonderful miracle of it 
ell and wrapped her slender arms even more closely about the pillow. 
Once he had kissed her. "Girls must never let men kiss them," said 
mama. It had something to do with the strange dark mystery of mar- 
riage. But he bad kissed her. One night when mama went away for 
a minute and she was alone with him. for the first time alone with him. 
he had reached through the bars of the window and taken one of her 
hands in his and then he held it to his mouth and kissed it. She shivered 
deliclously at the remembrance. For weeks afterwards she had been 
afraid to look at her hand for fear she would find it changed. 
Why was Ricardo so long this morning? She must get up soon. 



SPORTS 

Sat,, Jan. Stb. 8.00 pjn. BADMINTON: "JB" Section, 

Ml. Royal Ti. MeGllI 
Moa, Jan. 1th, 8.00 p,m. "A" Section, 

M.B.S.C. vs. McGIU 

HOCKEY: Intramural, 

Managers: Call Athletics Office for 
practice periods and register teams 
with Scotty Grant, Eng. 3, for league. 
FrL, Jan. lllb. VOLLEYBALL: 

The Volleyball Schedule will be re- 
vised for play after the holidays and 
all managers are requested to watch 
the "Daily" for announcement 

FLOOR HOCKEY: 

Some 9.00 and 6.00 p.m. hours will be 
available for Floor Hockey and Man- 
agers intending to enter teams are 
asked to contact Manager: J. Lespcr- 
■ancc, LA. 7780 soon. 

WATER POLO: 

A league In 'Water Polo will be or- 
ganized and Managers are asked to 
enter teams at the Athletics Office. 
Manager: I. Fineberg. 

MaeTAVISH KINKS: ^ 

The Rinks will be open during the 
holidays with the exception of Xmas 
and New Year's days and teams may 
practice then. 

COMING EVENTS 
Thu, Jan. 17th, 8.00 p.». FENCING: Provincial Championships, at 

Sir Arthur Currlc Mc. Gym. 
Fri., Jan. 18tli, 8.00 p.m. HOCKEY: At Forum. (Intercollegiate) 

^McOilKvs.,.Unlv. of Montreal 



VETERANS' CHEQUES 

Cheques covering the first to the fifteenth of 
December ore now ot the Registrar's Office, but if not 
picked .up before lectures end on Thursday evening. 



they^^will.be.returned itOiDvViA.' 



There was something ominous about the stillness of the house. All 
the familiar morning sounds had ceased and she could only hear a low 
murmur of voices from the dining room. Her mother's voice. Then it 
must be truly late and Ricardo wasn't going at all today. She sat up in 
bed. For another minute she would stay and think about Eduardo and 
then she would get up. She could see them waiting for her around the 
table, not knowing she was going away forever, tomorrow. Before her 
eyes there was a vision of herself and Eduardo on board a ship with the 
beautiful , blue of sea and sky all around them and he was standing 
beside her holding her hand and they were alone. 

She slipped her feet into some slippers and began to tomb her hair. 
It was hot, so hot already, and the crack of sunlight slanting through 
the shutters lay upon the floor like a flaming sword. She stared at her- 
celf in the mirror and in the* shaded, half-green light she appeared dif- 
ferent. Yet, she had looked at herself in this same mirror every morning. 

The door opened quietly and it was Helena. Helena, even more pale 
and tired than usual with deep circles under her eyes. Corina felt sorry 
for her, very briefly and not long enough to mar the brilliant perfec- 
tion ot her own happiness. Helena came over to the bed and sat down. 

"Even you seem different," said Corina wondcringly. 
* "Chiqulta," said Helena in a choked sort of voice and she began to 
cry. 

It was a telegram she held in her hand. Eduardo— driving out to 
Carabobo last night and something about the bridge at Frequlta. She 
read' it slowly. "Chiqulta mia," sobbed Helena taking her in her arms. 

The walls were closing In around her. She seemed to hear mama 
saying "Five years of mourning for the death of a novio." Yes, the walls 
were closing in— so quickly. Cold, white walls, terrible and merciless in 
the sunlight. Five years— five years and then— She screamed beating 
her hands helplessly against Helena's thin shoulders and before her eyes 
the walls were around her, austere and barren and pitiless— not the walls 
of this house but the eternal walls at the convent. 



THENIGHT— p. 1 

what for? For a trollop that picks up a strange man and makes him 
buy her food in the best restaurant In town? That runs around with 
only a slip under an expensive fur coat and lets a strange man look 
at her that way? The more I thought about my adventure the sillier 
I seemed to myself. By now she was probably showing another man 
her slip, and I congratulated myself on not having said anything to 
Emily. By the time we went to bed I was sure that I had escaped from 
this predicament only by the grace of God, it must have been my re- 
ward for never missing a Sunday Service in twenty years. 1 resolved 
never to let myself be dragged Into another situation like this. 

She was not found until half past eight on Christmas morning when 
the janitor went to sweep the front steps. The police came but left 
without a clue. 

For several days the janitor had to retell the story on every floor: 
"Some Dame," he used to conclude, "one of those swells, that don't 
know when they have guzzled enough. Serves her right." 

the lamentable and tragic history of one 
haroW pnjikhllxcdorf who 
didn't like christmas 

By Leonard 7?. Ashley 

Once on a time there was a very disagreeable character named Harold 
Who hated to be Christmas carded or Christmas caroled. 
He had never sent a Christmas card in his life 
And was one of those rare individuals who can get by Christmas with- 
out spending all his savings on his wife. 
And he used to give as his reason ^ 
At this season 
That his name was Harold 
And he detested being you-know-whatled. 
He afihored children like Scrooge ' 

But,- as one infant of two expressed it, "We are compelled to be philo- 
sophies) re this idiocj'ncraey. for, après tout, what can one expect 
from, as they say in ïh'ë 'vernacular, a stooge?" 

So Harold went through life to the age of ninety-three 

And had never fallen oft a ladder trimming a Christmas tree. 

When he recalled that he had forty-seven presents to bUy in the one 
shopping day left until Christmas, he didn't tear his hair, 

Not only because he was bald but mostly because he didn't care. 

For he had a system that saved him a pretty penny. 

He didn't give any. 

Harold didn't risk life and limb coming down the chimney for his 

daughter, (getting covered with soot. 
And when the poor kid woke up on Christmas morning there wasn't 

anything in her stocking but her foot. 
When I asked Harold Just last somethlng-or-other why he was so bitter 

about Christmas, he broke into tears and sobbed. "Because 
When I was a little lad of thirty or so, a physlciatrist broke my heart 

by (elling mo there was no Santa Claus!" 



mcr had ambled off, I did not 
resume my exploration. 

"Rubbish! Who would believe 
that?" you may remark scathingly. 
But, unfortunately, an only daugh- 
ter thought it was "rubbish" two 
years ago— and the prophecy came 
true! 



THERE IS-p.3 



(ilencc trying to avoid his eyes 
Suddenly, eu it conjured up before 
mc was the ecstatic look on Mrs. 
Crccy's face as she took the first 
puff of the cigarette I had brought 
her.- Unable Ic maintain myself and 
not caring any longer I burst out, 
"But she had such a craving for 
this particular brand and showed 
such a desire for them that I could 
not refuse her. 

"It seemed to me as If she were 
unable to live -without them ..." 
t broke down and sobbed. "Then 
when I brought them she enjoyed 
her smoke so much." 

"Don't be a fool,," the superin- 
tendant said, his voice a little more 
iiuman than It had been hereto- 
fore. "It was all in her imagination 
and maybe yours too. With the loss 
of the senses of touch and pain, she 
also lost the sense of taste. Mrs 
Crecy can't tell the difference in 
taste in her mouth between a two 
cent cigar and a stick of chalk." 



Athletic Regulations 
At McGiU University 



Continued 
MANAGERS. ' 

Senior Managers— a 4 inch Old 
EngUsh red "M" on white back- 
ground. 

Junior Managers— a 3 inch Old 
English red "M" on white back- 
ground. 

Managerial Coal— sweater white, 
with red button— band continued 
around collar, red trim on pockets 
and cufTs. 

CATEGORIES. 
All sports fall into one of four 
categories. 

(1) — Intercollegiate. 

(2) — Non-Intercollegiate. 

(3) — Sanctioned. 

(4) — JntramuraL 
In each of these categories provi- 
sion is made for sports ot the 

(a) Period or Team Type where 
periods of play are in force, and 

(b) Individual achievement type. 
The following définitions show the 

relative merits and classifications: 

CLASSIFICATION, 
(a) "Intercollegiate" shall include 
only those activities under the Jur- 
isdicUon of the CJ.A.U.. I.S.U., and 
LI.LH.L. 



FATHERS GIFT— p 2 



pony die— and he had lost the de- 
sire to live. 

That was the terrible problem 
that faced Professor Clement C. 
Moore one dark afternoon shortly 
before Christmas of 1822. Cheer 
the boy up, the doctor had said. 
But what did Moore know about 
cheering up little boys? He had de- 
voted most of his life to producing 
a monumental work entitled A 
Compendious Lexicon of the He- 
brew Language: In Two Volumes. 
As professor of Biblical Learning 
and Interpretation of Scripture at 
the Diocesan SenUnary. his style of 
writing and speaking was digni- 
fied, almost pompous. He had Just 
finished writing an essay express- 
ing his alarm because" "more of the 
well-disposed among my young 
countrymen do not devote thehr 
leisure hours to the attabiment of 
useful leaminif. 'rather than to 
frivolous amusements." 

But now Professor Moore knew 
he must devise a "frivolous amuse- 
ment" to keep his son alive. 

So the father turned away and 
went to tlie desk in his own study. 
He thought awhile, then began to 
write desperately, scratch out. and 
write again. For twq hours his quill 
pen raced over sheet after sheet of 
foolscap. At last he rose and hur- 
ried into his son's bedroom. 

The boy looked up at him again, 
bis face' white and streaked with 
tears. Dr. Moore began to read— to 
read, in a gay and rollicking voice, 
what be had Just written: 

Twas the night before Christmas, 
when alt through the house 

Not a creature was stirring, 
not even a mouse. . . 

The long poem was totally un- 
like anything Clement C. Moore 
ever wrote before or afterward. 
But millions of children have been 
, enchanted, by it for générations 



without end. And the one child for 

whom it was written? He liked it. 

too— liked it so well that he kept 

on living for Christmas, and for 

sixty years thereafter! 

■ > 
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Sixty. Weasel, deer and rabbit 
turn abruptly and leap in the cloak 
ot darkness.431ie ; air. rushes down 
the mountainside once more. 

The hand of God moves on. At 
midnight mass they pray. 



(b) "Non-Intereolleglate" shaU be 
any sport league or meet speci- 
fically named in advance by the 
Students' Athletics Council as be- 
ing in this category. 

(c) "Sanctioned" activities shall 
Include any sport league or meet not 
speclflcally named in advance by 
the Students' Athletics Council as 
intercollegiate or non-IntercoUegl- 
ate as well as those named in the 
sanctioned category. 

(d) Unless specifically stated 
otherwise, a team which is a second 
University team, even though they 
enter a Senior League, will be 
classed as Intermediate for the ptur- 
pose of Awards, and a third Uni- 
versity, team as Junior. 

(e) Partial Students: No credit 
may be gained towards a letter 
while a student is registered as 
"partial", even though ho registers 
subsequently as a full time student. 

(f) freshman Teams: Any Fresh- 
man team is to be rated Junior. 

QUALIFICATIONS 
A 1st Grade Utter to CHAM- 
PIONSHIP Teams. 

English Riigby: Compete in 100% 
of the periods ot Intercollegiate 
games. 

Fencing: All competing members 
of the team. 

Soccer: Compete In 100% of the 
periods of Intercollegiate games.' 

Tennis: All competing .members 
ot the team. 

Water Poio: Compete in 75% of 
the periods of Intercollegiate games. 

B 1st Grade Letter— Team Cham 
plonship NOT REQUIRED. 

Basketball: Compete In 00% of 
periods ot. Intercollegiate games. 

Boxing and Wrestling: Individual 
Intercollegiate Champions. 

Fencing: Individual Champion of 
Intercollegiate Meet. 

Golf: Individual Champion of In- 
tercollegiate Meet. 

Gymnastics: Individual Champion 
in each event In Intercollegiate 
Meet. 

Harrier: Ist, 2nd and 3rd. places 
in Intercollegiate Meet. 

Hockey: Compete in 90% of the 
periods in Intercollegiate games. 
. Rugby: Compete in 60% ot the 
periods in Intercollegiate games. 

Sailing: Winning crew in Cana 
dian Intercollegiate Race. 

Skiing: 1st, 2nd, 3rd and 4th places 
in Individual events, or 1st and 2nd 
in Combined Downhill and Slalom 
or Cross-country and Jumping. 

Swimming and Track: Credit ot 5 
points according to the following 
table: 
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ENJOY YOUR HOLIDAYS AT CHARMING 
RIDGEWOOD INN, FITCH BAY 

ON UKE MEMPHREMAGOG 
Comfortable beds, excellent meals, cosy lounge with flrcpUct.^* 
Good Skiing at the Doorstep 
RATÏS: $4.50 PER DAY 
RESERVATIONS EL. 1074 J 



NOTICE 

'Will the following men 
please report to the Athletics 
office on December 10th, 1945, 
without tall. 

Fat Robinson, 

Bob Everson, 

Frank Rogers, 

C. Calderon, 

V. Grassic, 

A. Schrlcr. 



NOTICE 

Plastics class attention. 

Those who arc unable to attend 
the Wednesday evening class may 
como and work on Thursday eve- 
ning instead. > 



Tennis: Individual Champion ot 
Intercolegtate Meet. 

C. 2nd Grade Letter: All mem- 
bers and substitutes of a llrst team 
or senior team who have not quall- 
flcd for a 1st Grade Letter. Mem- 
bers of a second team or Intermedi- 
ate team with the same qualifica- 
tions, basis ot points, and per cent 
of periods ot games played as apply 
in the case ot 1st Grade awards. 

D. 3rd Grade Letter. All mem- 
bers and substitutes of a second 
team not qualifying for a 2nd Grade 
Letter. All members and substitutes 
who have competed on a recognized 
representative team. 

E. Numerals. Regular members 
ot an Intra-mural championship 
team. Winner of one or more points 
in an Intra-mural Meet. 

Note- No letter will bo awarded 
for any event in which représenta- 
tives from less than two colleges 
compete. When one college only Is 
represented in any event the win 
ncr by default may be eligible for 
a special award. 

Numerals may not be worn with 
"Colours." 

SUSPENSIONS 

A man while under suspension 
will not be entitled to wear the 
"Colours." 

. To Be Continued 
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/AAIL ORDERS ACCEPTED 



20% DISCOUNT 
TO STUDENtS 



Waitress: "Will you have your 
pic now?" 
C«j.: "Is it customary?" 
Waitress: "No. it's lemon." 



TUXEDOS 



and 



FULL DRESS 
SUITS 

for 

RENT 

GOODMAN'S 

1400 Sr. Catherine SI. W. 
Corner BItbop 




OWTER'S 

ROMPT fir 
U N C T U A L 

RINTERY 



LIMITED 



Kindly co-operate with us 
by furnishing copy well in 
advance. 

Patronize your Advertisers 

A 

DEPENDABILITY 
T 

"Rush Jobs Our Delight" 
362 NOTRE DAME W. 
LA. 718 8 



XMAS 
DINNERS 

for 

VETERANS 

ond Their 

WIVES 

I a 

Those vets, married or 
single, Interested In ac- 
cepting these l<ind invi- 
tations from families in 
Montreal, please contact 

UNIVET 
HA 6405 

There ore a great number 
of part time jobs ovail- 
able to those veterans 
wanting extra money — 
Come and see 

UNIVET 

3rd Floor, Sir Arthur 
Currie Memorial Gym 
HA. 6405 
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man's own words, the following is 
a general account ot what he told 
me: 

On her last journey to the north, 
Mary Queen ot Scots rested in the 
Priory overnight, and, arising the 
next morning, looked out at the 
glistening countryside surrounding 
and exclaimed, "Quel beau lieu!" 
("What a beautiful place") Proud 
ot her remark, her adoring sub- 
jects named their community 'Beau- 
lieu"— or "Beauly'J as many of them 
pronounced it. 

Some time after her sojourn in 
"Beaulleu," when Queen Mary met 
her lamentable death, an old Scot- 
tish seer ot the neighborhood, in- 
sane with griet at the fate of his 
beloved queen, put a curse on the 
Priory where he had last seen her. 
saying. "A stone will fall from the 
ruins of this Priory and^will kill 
an only daughterl" 

Ever since, through the genera- 
tions, the inhabitants ot Beauly 
have warned, their daughters to 
l<eep away from the fatal ruins. 

Until the time I heard this story 
I did not think that I believed In 
superstition, but. alter the old far* 




WHEW! Just in Time 

, ■ > 

For Old Mcair46 




